The  Peck  o  Maut ; 

To  which  are  added, 


This  is  no  my  Plaid. 
The  Highland  Courtship. 
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THE  PECK  AIAUT. 


O  WiUie  brcw'J  a  peck  raaut; 

And  Rrab  and  Allaa  care  to  pree  ; 
Three  blither  hearts,  that  Iqq  hng  night, 

Ye  wadna  found  in  Chriitcncie, 

We  are  na  fou  weVe  no  tbat  fpu, 
But  just  a  drr ppie  \i  our  ea, 

The  cock  m    craw,  the  day  may  da^v, 
Aii^  aye  we'll  taste  the  bivl  y-bree. 

Hare  are  we  met  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys  I  trow  a'-a  we ; 

And.mosy  ni^ht  we've  meny  been, 
And  mooy  mair  we  hope  to  be 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn,, 
Thai's  b'inkihg  in  the  lift  sae  hie, 

She  shines  sse  bright  to  wyla  us  hame, 
But  by  my  south  she'll  wait  a  wee. 

Whi  fi  St  bhsll  lise  to  gang  aw3> 
A  cucko  d  coward  loun  is  ha  I 

W  ha  first  be  s'de  his  chair  shall  fa', 
He  is  the  king  amang  us  three  s 


Taus  Willie,  Rab  ml  Allan  sang, 

Thu3  pass'd  ths  night  wi'  rairth  aad  glee, 

And  aye  the  chorui,  night  lapg, 
Was,  8S  we're  n^w  we  hope  to  be. 

And  ays  they  sang  We  ere  Kae  fou, 

But  jun  a  wee  drap  in  our  e'e ; 
The  cock  may  c  *aw  the  day  may  daw, 

And  e.ye  we'll  t<ast^  the  bat  lay  bree. 

That  time  forthem  the  cock  dii  craw, 

The  hurbinger  of  morn  to  be  ; 
That  time  fjr  them  the  day  did  dawS 

Wi^  gowden  tint  o'er  tow'r  and  tree. 

Th4t  timefjr  them  the  moon's  pale  horn, 
Did  wax  and  wan*  o'er  land  and  sea, 

But  n3W  has  daw'd  the  halplers  mora, 
That  gilds  the  graves  o  a'  the  three. 

Nae  mair  they  sing,  We  are  t*se  f  m,'* 
Nae  mail'  the  drappie's  ii  their  e^e  ; 

Nor  cock  does  craw  nor  day  doas  daw\ 
Nae  mair  thay'll  taste  the  barley  bree. 

thai  Learning  miks  far  Willie  maia, 
For  Robin  poesy  wip^s  her  e'e, 
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^hi  Science  wails  for  Allan  gene, 

,  ^ince  death's  dark  hoote  hauis  a'  the  tkree« 

Then  Brit^as  mourn  for  genius  rare, 

A  victims  to  the  bariey-bree  ; 
An  binn  the  bree  that  coudna  spare 

The  youthfu^  lives  o'  a^  the  three. 


THIS  IS  NO  PLA  D. 

O  tKi0  is  BO  my  plaid, 

My  plaid,  my  plaid, 
O  this  is  no  my  plai'f, 

Bonny  though  the  colours  be. 

Ihe  ground  oVmme  was  mix'd  wi^  blucj 

I  gat  it  frae  the  lad  I  lo'e, 
He  ne'er  hai  gf  en  me  cause  to  rue, 

And  0  !  the  plaid  is  dear  to  me* 

Farewell  ye  lowland  plaids  o'  grey, 
Nae  kindly  charm  for  me  ye  hae, 

The  tartan  shall  be  mine  for  »ye, 
for  01  t'le  colour'*  dear  to  ice. 

For  mint  was  silky,  soft  an*  warm, 
it  wrapped  m3  round  frae  arm  to  arm 
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I  like  himself  It  bore  a  cbarra, 
ad  0  !  the  p^aid  is  dear  to  me* 

sough  the  iad  the  p'aiJ  who  wore, 
now  upon  a  diitant  shore, 
cruel  seas  between  us  roar, 

[|  mini  the  plaid  that  shelterM  ms, 

hd  thajS;  gled  me't  likes  me  weilf 
Uhough  his  Eiams  I  darena  tell, 
jikes  me  just  as  weal'*  himsel', 
ad  O !  the  plaid  is  dear  to  me. 

i^y  the  plaidle  yet  bs  worn, 
f  Caledoaiass  yet  unborn, 
/  the  wrelch  wha  e^er  shall  scorn, 
le  plaidie  that's  sae  dear  to  me. 

i  surly  blasts  it  covers  me, 
efll  me  himsel^  protection  gi'e, 
ke  him  till  the  day  I  die, 
ad      his  plaid  is  dear  to  m«. 

>e  he*il  no  forget  rae  now, 
ch  aften  pled|ed  aith  and  vow, 
>^he^Ii  yet  return  to  woo 
3  in  the  plaid  lae  dear  to  me. 
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I  hope  the  time  may  come  nay  Ud, 
When  we  will  to  the  kirk  and  wed, 

Weel  htppit  in  the  tartan  plaid 
The  plaidie  that's  sae  dear  to  me. 

O  I  this  will  thea  be  ray  plai  J, 

My  plaid,  my  p^aid, 
0  !  this  will  then  be  my  pUii, 

And  while  I  li^e  shaU  ever  be* 


THE  HIGHL  IND  COURrSHIP. 

I  went  between  Dundee  and  Penh 
Tj  eee  my  lassie  for  to  fla  ter. 

Amongjt  the  groves  I  there  did  meet, 
The  boiiny  lass  of  Tay  water, 

VVlll  ye  gang  wi*  me  lassie, 
To  the  Highland  glens  laFsic^ 
To  Breadalbane  we  will  go 
The  flocks  for  to  attend  Jaisie. 

Yog  shall  be  comely  in  your  dres«i 
And  lie  upon  a  bed  of  heathef  i 

A  tartan  mantle  you  sb&ll  wear. 
To  keep  frae  the  snawie  weathar. 


!  1 
|u  shall  li^e  baith  curds  and  whey, 
And  wealth     flesh  to  your  brcchin, 
jr  kssts,  with  their  spinning  wheels/ 
sure  will  keep  ,70u  aye  laughing. 

3  will  wander  up  the  hiH, 

To  view  the  sheep  a^id  l&mbs  sae  boni) 

e  lass'e  now  raak^  no  delay, 

For  I  love  thee  best  of  any. 

vad  nol  like  these  highland  glens, 
So  far  awa  amang  the  heather ; 
JOuld  freely  gang  wi'  thee, 
But  yet  t  darena  for  my  raithef. 

T  canna  gang  w^  thee  laddia, 
-  To  the  Highland  glens  laddf©, 
Nor  to  Breadalbane  141  not  go^ 
Your  flocks  to  attend  laddie- 

)r  I  do  love  those  lowland  vale?, 
Believe  me  lad  I  do  not  flatter, 
p  live  between  Dussdee  and  Perth, 
\  Or,  at  the  rapuih  of  Tay  water. 

f  en  farewell  lass»  since  you'll  nae  ga»|j 
Bui:  yet  with  all  you  are  my  deary, 
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\5pou  the  banks  of  flowing  Fiiy, 

With  you  my  love  I  ne'er  wad  weary 

Since  ye'll  no  gang  wi'  nselasiie, 
To  the  Ijiighland  glens  lassie. 
Now  I  mmt  bid  you  farewell^ 
I  ne'er  will  come  agutx  lassie* 

O  Uddie  dinna  speak  fo  fast, 
Let  us  gae  thro'  Dunkeld  theglthei. 

To  the  highland)?  wi^  thee  Til  ganf , 
Amtng  the  bonnie  blooming  heath«r.. 

Aod  £  will  gang      thee  laddie, 
Tc  the  highland  glens  laddie. 
For  what  I  said  was  but  in  jest, 
Your  frocks  I  will  attend  laddie^ 


FINISo 


